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As he was preparing to leave, Anani, his landlord and
nearest neighbour, came to him thinking that he had decided
to leave Mataiea altogether. He was distressed* Europeans
came to stay among the islanders and then when they had
learned to like and understand them, they would go away.
They would promise to return, but such promises were broken,
Gauguin told him that he was to be away for a short time only,
but at first he refused to believe him and began to cry. Anani's
wife joined them, saying that if he were leaving because he had
no money he was not to do so, for to live among them he did not
need money* She showed him a place shaded by a low shrub
near her hut where, when he died, they would bury him. At
last he was able to leave, but only when he had reassured
them*
He went on foot, inland, passing a village where the
islanders lived according to their old customs, and where Hina,
the goddess of the Moon, was still unforgotten. At Taravao,
across the isthmus that joined Great Tahiti to the peninsular of
Taiarapu, a gendarme lent him a horse and he rode along a part
of the coast where few Europeans went* At Faone, after he had
ridden nine kilometres, some 'islanders hailed him, asking him
to eat with them for they knew who he was, the Painter, the
man who made men. He accepted at once, for the smile that
accompanied the invitation was engaging and gentle* He
dismounted and his host took his horse, and without servility
tied the reins to a branch. They entered a hut where a number
of men, women and children were sitting on the ground,
talking and smoking*
"Where are you going?" asked a good-looking Kanaka
woman of about forty*
"lamgoingtoltia*"
"Why?"
He told her the real object of his journey* "To find a
woman," he replied*
"There are many at Itia, and good looking. Do you want
one?"